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He said: It smells like winter outside, I grumbled to Jodi while 
trying to lay out the Fall '94 edition of Grimoire. We were hurting 
for ideas about this opening letter. So much to think about...25 
years, don't step on toes, thank all the right people, mention 
Richard Lautz...
It smells like winter outside...first time in 25 years that a 
Grimoire editor can say that while producing a Grimoire, since 
Henry Jankiewicz first published two issues back in 1970.
Many things have changed since then, but there have always 
been people dedicated to allowing the voices of La Salle to be 
heard.
She said: I saw a cardinal today, and for some reason, wanted 
it to mean something. We love to assign meanings to objects, give 
them significance, because in recognition and association we find 
comfort. In the chaos that has become my life in this, my senior 
year, I find that comfort is something so fleeting, seemingly 
unattainable, and so it becomes even more coveted. The cardinal 
that I saw now has meaning to me, because it appeared at a 
moment when I needed it, when I needed a sign of comfort. I had 
a similar feeling earlier this week, while poring over past issues 
of Grimoire, reading poems, stories, and former editor's letters. 
Comfort...
On the occasion of its 25th anniversary, it seems appropriate 
to look to the past of Grimoire, and appreciate the efforts that so 
many people have given to this publication to make it what it is 
today. Grimoire is, and always has been, a symbol of the voices of 
artists, a vision of creativity, ideas painstakingly crafted which 
emerge as words and images. The spirit of creativity found in the 
publication binds us together, and it is in this spirit that I find 
comfort. Knowing that I am in the company of poets and artists, 
dreamers all, their voices come and reassure me that, yes, we can 
share the experience of art.
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Enjoy this edition of Grimoire, for it is truly special. Find 
something in it and take it with you. Make it your own. For in 
the sharing of ideas and words, emotions and images, comfort is 
found.
The staff of Grimoire has many people to thank. Dr. James 
Butler, Francine Lottier and the English Department Work Study 
students, Justin Cronin for his technical advice, the Purchasing 
Department, and Garrison Printing. A special thank you to the 
Collegian for loaning us our patient and dedicated desktop pub­
lishing ace Mary Krause.
Rob Sarnowski 
Jodi Apicelli
Managing Editors
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Seduction of a Young Girl by Poetry Demons
I tried  to  pour 
i t  onto a  page 
as if, like sugar 
it  would spread 
perfectly 
sw eet and low 
bu t irregular tea r 
splotches stung 
the blue ink instead.
I tried  to  s tu ff 
it  into the trash , 
under the  rug, anywhere 
b u t near my tiny heart, 
only it  broke in to  th e  hands 
o f mom and teachers 
like a  burglar, 
and broadcast my name, 
my crime,
across bulletin  boards.
I tried  to  d irect its  a tten tion  
to  the devout
teachings o f fool poets and Je su s
C hrist I can’t  be like them!
b u t its  stare
became bland,
like com m union
wafers and cheerleaders,
yet always chock
full o f spirit.
I tried  giving i t  up
for Lent, living
w ithout notebooks, snubbing
Dylan Thom as & Co.
b u t it came forth
in sleep, crep t
up from the  bowels
of my blankets 
to  haun t
me with alliteration 
and stanzas 
which w ouldn’t  leave
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no m atter how many songs 
I whistled.
I tried  accepting it 
agreed th a t I ’d let 
it  appear
on holidays and o ther 
im portan t occasions 
only if  its  speech 
rolled over 
and rem ained tam e.
B ut it  began to  spew 
vulgarity against D ickinson 
and Adventures 
in English textbooks 
and dem anded th a t I 
get a  new journal.
I tried  to rationalize w ith it, 
insisted  I was no t 
ano ther coffeehouse 
prophet spouting 
fashionable observations 
for an audience 
o f m aterialistic h ipsters. 
B ut it wove 
slyly back 
into the  m argins 
o f Algebra hom ew ork 
and le tters 
to  Ju lio  West.
I tried  to  degrade it, 
scribbled i t  ou t 
said it was no good, 
bu t it rose wildly 
from the ink 
like a  phoenix,
and became stronger, 
m ore dem anding, 
and it k issed me.
-  Kathleen Suchecki
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"Dawn" — Sean Duffy
7
Consumption
Hillary O'Connor
I am in the hospital again. Under a series of tests, I simply feel tired, very tired, and collapsing underneath this exterior. I fail to thrive, but 
of course sickness is not strange to me at all.
My whole life has been an endless obstacle course of sickness. I have had 
scarlet fever, mono, a skin disease called GS, ulcers and now some kind of 
prolonged cold. I wake up sick in the middle of the night, clutching my 
stomach in order to keep from moving, hoping desperately that I will fall 
asleep. The sweating and nausea have always scared me. In the middle of 
the night it becomes sheer terror. I feel convinced that I will die before 
morning. But in the morning, if I can get out of bed, I can do it. Do your day, 
do your duties, do your life—it's merely a matter of getting out of bed when 
the sun is shining.
W h e n  Reagan was inaugurated, I was home in my mother's bed. I 
 remember interrupting a glass of milk to run to the bathroom. I 
came out in tears, shaken by the violent upheavals. My mother held me in 
her arms and said, "Just think how lucky you are to see him sworn into 
office." She hated Reagan as much as the next non-Republican, but at eight 
years old the pomp and circumstance temporarily took my mind off my 
quiet little death. Later, I walked around the house and said good-bye to all 
the plants. I truly thought I was dying.
In the mornings of that year, anxiety made me dizzy and green bile 
swirled in my stomach. My heart beat quickly over calming beverages and 
warm washcloths. Feeling suddenly better, I perked up. But then someone 
would mention school or just "getting ready," and panic forced out any bit 
of calm, replacing it with a sickened terror.
The second grade was difficult. When I wake now, in the deep recesses 
of a warm bed, I shiver at some kind of hidden shadows. The momentary 
ellipses allowing me to swallow such things, such unspeakable torments. 
Now, I am fine. Now, I am no longer touched by anyone; I am strong—just 
occasionally sick.
I n  high school, my boyfriend drove me down to the ocean late one 
night. We cruised steadily, languidly past the city, through fields, and
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into the dunes where his parents' house was buried in the sand. The next 
morning arrived beautifully—the day crystal clear. His father took us out on 
a big boat where we caught crabs and searched the long straight sealine for 
dolphins. I wanted to argue with them about killing animals for food, at that 
time I was a vehement vegetarian, but I was in love. On the water, Jonathon's 
hair looked more blond, and his skin was speckled with golden light from 
the water. They prepared the crabs for dinner while I avoided the kitchen. 
At dinner, I compromised, simply piling my crab into the corner of the plate 
saying I didn't feel very hungry. His mother gazed at me from across an 
enormous plate of noodles.
"Honey are you sick? The water and all that sun can do that to you." She 
decided right then that I needed some attention. "Jonathon, give her a 
blanket and a cup of warm hot chocolate. Take her outside for some fresh 
air." I felt sure I was not sick, maybe just a little sunburned. I just felt sad 
for the flecks of white meat that had sprung from the hard shell of a little 
animal.
A closet stood quiet and nameless in the back of the classroom. When 
things were bad, I pictured the classroom from inside the closet. The 
tiny slits in the little pieces of wood let me to see out, while allowing a little 
bit of light to penetrate. On the inside I smelled brown paper bags—a warm 
peaceful smell like wood shavings. The lunches, with their damp apples and 
sagging peanut butter and jelly would keep me company, while no one, 
absolutely no one, could see me. The kids would think I was absent, if they 
thought at all. But mostly, they would forget the girl with the long straight 
pigtails. I would take my place in the forever absent, and they would not 
even remember me. Especially not Mr. Doloria.
Jonathon did as he was told, getting me hot chocolate and a sweater. We sat on the back porch on a swing made of thick wooven straw. 
Sitting very still, I felt a weariness creep into my skin, settling in my bones. 
I wondered if this was what it was like to be old. The sweater hugged my 
shoulders, thick and white—a fisherman's sweater, he had called it. I 
thought of an old man with a pipe in a lighthouse, the sea raging around 
the circular wall as he sat by the fire. The man in my mind looked just like 
Jonathon only his hair was whiter. I wanted to see Jonathon on his lap, or 
my child on Jonathon's lap. The romance of a little house by the water, being 
in love, a cup of warm chocolate, brought tears to my eyes and I felt silly. 
We sat there until the sky and the water merged. My head lay heavily on
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his shoulders. Something light and fluttering bit at my ribs as I realized the 
nearest hospital was probably fifty miles away.
The lights behind us seemed to keep us warm as the ocean air grew cool. 
Occasionally, his parents would yell to him, or step onto the porch to breathe 
the air. Finally his mother said, "We're going to bed. Don't stay up too late, 
turn out the lights", etc., etc.
I knew her tone of voice. She subtly warned us of our own dark desires 
linked to the night and the water, while the liquid mercury of her voice 
permitted us to play out our lust. The sound of her voice dripped strawberry 
juice and iced tea on hot days, and although I loved the voice and the life 
they led near the ocean with their children and their money, I wondered 
how she could allow this. She had probably talked to her son about sex 
several years ago with the knowledge that it was time. She had probably 
warned him quietly on other late nights. And I am sure she saw his 
girlfriends mornings later, their cheeks slightly colored with new secrets. In 
the future, she would probably dislike wild girls who would brazenly fill her 
son's attention—girls who expressed their sexuality with each humming 
word. But that night, she was happy with her son's happiness. That night, 
sex was the water and their intimate lives, and I too was caught in the lace 
of their intricate love.
Someone finally turned out an overhead light, and only a small lamp remained glowing in the room behind us. I suddenly felt very alone. 
I did not turn my head, but glared at his parents from the inside of the 
corners of my eyes. The skin on my cheeks burned and seemed to swell. I 
waited patiently for them to disappear while Jonathon waited impatiently, 
his fingers jittering in my own. "Let's go down to the beach." No, I thought. 
But my voice caught in my throat.
We lay in the sand, the big blanket cuddling us. There were so many 
stars that I was awe stricken. They complemented the perfect June day, 
causing me to marvel in the sea's plans. But I would not allow Jonathon to 
notice. He should not benefit from the magnificence of the galaxy. He was 
a nice boy, a boy with rich parents, a boy with beautiful hair in the 
sunlight—but still a grappling boy. I swooned at the stars, not him. I hoped 
he would not touch me. I stared into the stars, pretending I was no longer 
alive or dead but simply alone.
I  closed my eyes to feel my head heavy on the blanket. He kissed my 
neck, and I felt vomit in my throat. I could survive this if only I could
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dissuade him. I wondered how I would exist for the rest of my life without 
allowing anyone to touch me. I imagined a man who sat with me on a porch, 
a man who did not want children. At the sudden thought of children, sweat 
formed on my forehead. He hummed in my ear, "Kiss me Allie." I wanted 
to kiss him. I wanted the night to end pleasantly, to say good-bye to his 
parents in the morning and drive home safely. But it no longer seemed 
possible. I sat up.
"I don't feel well," I said.
"I can make you feel better" was his hideous response. He pulled at me 
and my lips met his. There was a soft and warm, almost comforting, melt. I 
let his tongue sink between my teeth. It was pleasant, if only I could separate 
the kissing from my body. His hands moved through my hair. I wanted to 
live in his mouth, at least for that moment.
He murmured to himself in childishness, pulling me over and over. "I want you so bad."
I looked at him framed by the blanket. "No you don't" was all I could say.
He lifted the sweater, touching my back and the curves of my hips. I 
pushed his hands away and sat up, staring into the noise of the absent water. 
I suddenly felt my head, hot on my shoulders. My back ached and spasmed. 
Now I was sick. He sat up behind me, kissing my neck, cupping my breasts.
"Honestly, I'm going to be sick." I jumped up and paced, clutching my 
stomach. I thought of the crab and food poisoning and that distant hospital. 
He sat on the blanket, amazed at his own misery. His face told me how this 
would be my final chance. He told me of all his expectations without 
changing the grimace. I thought only of tiny closets designed for children, 
of a man's penis—erect, standing rigidly and enormous. If only I could sink 
into love with my eyes closed, like falling asleep. Painless, and dreamy. But 
somehow as a virgin, I knew sex would hurt, and the motions would be 
physical flesh against physical flesh, each appendage aware of its place. As 
I paced my head became heavier. I wanted to faint, but life is never that 
easy.
"Jonathon, I'm so sorry sweetie," I worked hard, "but I'm sick. You better 
go wake your parents." He looked at me in utter disbelief. But he would be 
forced to believe me. Sickness stands undebatable in most instances. And I 
really felt it. It wasn't in my mind. If I could have stopped the feeling, I 
would. For months, I had hid all feelings of panic and illness when I was
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around Jonathon. I guess I was saving up for this moment when he would 
have to believe me. I turned and vomited in the sand.
I convinced his parents that it was only symptoms of my ulcer. Funny that at that time I had not yet developed an ulcer. We drove back in 
his father's Mercedes. "It's bigger," they had said, "you can lie in the back 
seat." Jonathon was quiet and I cried. Somewhere inside, I was sad. I looked 
out a window into the late thick night. The air held all the multitude of 
people's dreams and nightmares as it pushed us away from the water. I 
wanted to be out there, in love, sunken in the mire of myself and the comfort 
of another. And I cried. Jonathon looked back at me, and then back at the 
road, where his headlights lit a white path through the cupping blackness.
At home, I felt no better. I stayed awake to avoid the nightmares of 
sickness. I calmed myself down by hiding under blankets. But I knew 
Jonathon was gone. I was entirely on my own alone.
M r .  Doloria knew my every move. His gaze seemed to burn holes in 
my papers, pencils and crayons. I didn 't know what I was feeling. 
But at the time, I craved anonymity—a few moments as simply a child in a 
classroom. I kept my eyes on my desk during the day. Never did I go to the 
board or ask a question. People have been amazed at my ability to avoid eye 
contact. I learned that in second grade.
T  dream about sickness. I have seen a woman, not motherly or sexy but 
caring. She asks me all the right questions and dares me to tell her the 
answers. I have to tell her the answers, simply because she asks, lying will 
do no good because she already knows the answers.
In one dream, she threatens me with a long needle. She tells me it is 
going to make me tell the truth. But, she says, it will have some side-effects. 
She explains that the side effects are dizziness and nausea and a few days 
in bed. I scream and yell in this dream, and probably in my bed. "I am afraid 
of sickness," I yell. And with this admission, the red haired lady puts the 
needle away and says—exactly. Then we go into her office and talk pleas­
antly. When I awake from these dreams, I am unhappy. In real life, no-one 
ever asks me how I feel.
O n  most days, I avoided Mr. Doloria. I often felt as if I was running 
from him—around desks, out doors, in between people. But that
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concentrated avoidance probably saved me. Mr. Doloria would never chase 
someone; he needed to rationalize the circumstances leading to his actions. 
I made one mistake, and I would not let him catch me like that again. Plus, 
there were plenty of other girls willing to wash the board for him. They all 
loved him.
T  am sitting in the waiting room. It has not been determined that I have 
tuberculosis, but I am sure that's what it is. If I go down now, it will be 
with the best of them. Consumed by lack of love, or in the presence of so 
much love that I cannot be eternal—like Catherine or little Eliza.
I am not very sick, mostly I suffer from a failure to thrive. They prescribe 
medication which I will take for one year. Most likely, I will not have to stay 
in the hospital nor will I become sicker. Or so they say. Nothing seems 
definite, except that I don't feel very well and I never feel very well. The 
waiting room is very hot, but safe, like an incubator. Lots of people are 
crowded into the five rows of seats. Most of them look old and kind of sick. 
Not dying, but not lively either. I feel almost happy sitting here. It seems as 
if I've been sitting here for days, but it's not a problem, I don't have a job or 
anything.
Someone calls me to the back again. I follow a non-descript nurse in white 
to a makeshift office with one computer and a black woman on a seat. I sit 
in the front of her because that's what she expects me to do. She takes one 
of the several forms from me although I place them all on the desk in front 
of her. She speaks below the hum of the artificial air, as if speaking was just 
a requirement and I automatically knew what to do. Her nails click over the 
keyboard and I am entranced. I can't see the balls of her fingers hitting the 
keys because her pink nails are enormous. Each time a finger moves, the nail 
clicks in-between the keys and the computer beeps. No secretaries have long 
nails. I remember my third grade piano teacher who insisted that girls place 
their vanity second to their music by keeping their nails short. That was no 
problem for me. Vanity seemed dangerous. It only implied that I wished to 
live.
I am allowed to return to the waiting room where I sit contentedly. Donahue yaps on the screen above us. And I am pleased to remember 
that it is morning, and I am awake early which means I can go to bed early, 
having completed an entire day. The people around me sit quietly. They are 
resigned to the course life has established for them. Nothing spectacular has 
shined them into this place, on this day. Nor do they wish for anything
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spectacular. They merely wait, recessed into the language of their function­
ing bodies. Which, like mine, only functions as much as we wish.
A girl sits close by. She is new to the room. Her hair shines and her lips 
form a perfect, full circle. I am impressed by her beauty and the sweet 
expression on her face. She may be my age or even older. A woman sits 
beside her. She too looks kind and gentle because of her beauty.
The blond woman has such long legs that they reach her chest where 
they cross at the knee, the shins run down to the floor. She is very thin. She 
appears almost folded up in her chair. I look again at Donahue. Transvestites 
talk in tensely, light voices. The girl is called to the front desk. Maybe she is 
not so young. I am not sure anymore. But she walks very slowly. Her long 
legs seem not to work very well. I imagine her in the privacy of her own 
home, lifting each leg one by one with her arms, shifting her balance 
carefully with the leg that is on the floor. A woman cuts in front of her and 
I realize that she is here because of these legs. Beneath her jeans, they must 
be thin and spindly, white with the disease that afflicts them. She turns and 
approaches. I can't keep my eyes off of her. She must have multiple scleroses, 
I think. I figure she will never recover; or maybe she has already recovered— 
this slow trek across the waiting room is the best she can do without a 
wheelchair. Possibly she was born without the use of her tiny legs and only 
now can she experience the strange ability of standing on two flat feet. She 
falls ungraceful into the chair. "It sure is a challenge," she says to the people 
sitting beside her. She smiles full and wide and I am instantly pleased by 
her. Her mother fidgets. This girl wants to hold everyone within that smile. 
She is glad to be alive, I can see it in her sparkling gaze and the way her 
mother nods in her direction in approval.
The mother pats the girl's hand and goes off to fill out some forms. The 
girl turns to the people. "It's only temporary," she says. She repeats it and 
smiles widely. This surprises me tremendously. I should be happy for her, 
but it doesn't make sense. Only temporary? So how come it is so bad? Maybe 
she was in a car wreck six months ago and only in the past few weeks has 
she been able to walk. Maybe the paramedics rescued her from the clutches 
of death. Only temporary means not permanent, meaning she can go back 
to an ordinary life where movement is simple and pain is forgotten as if 
nothing had ever happened. I
I am angered by this. I want her to be like this, injured and happy, for 
the rest of her life. Without a scar, without a clue that she approached the 
moment of final judgment and darkness with all its fingers of hideousness, 
she will forget. Being injured permanently is more correct, closer to the truth. 
I wish she could live her life forever with the reminder of those seconds
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when we look into the independent horror of our lives. Her mother returns, 
and they smile at each other to say how much they love one another. The 
girl opens her bag and picks out a cup of yogurt.
Her mother says, "You cannot walk to the doctor's office. I am getting 
you a wheel chair."
The girl frowns into her spoon and is momentarily unhappy. "But I am 
getting stronger," she says.
"I know honey, just a few more weeks," says the mother and she smiles. 
For now anyway, they act as if each moment is final, as I wish I could act.
I n  the doctor's office there is a sign. It has many random phrases in
different colors. In the center are two words in black from which all 
the other words radiate. The colored words are angry and confused. They 
call out over and over, but are misunderstood. In red it says, coughing up 
blood—in green, fatigue—in purple, shortness of breath—in yellow it says 
failure to thrive. The words are faint in that shade of yellow. But their 
expressions seem most important, each one is an character, a piece of pain 
that will not be foreshadowed. It is the failure to thrive that is most elusive. 
Yellow and light, but dirty and hidden.
I had always thought failure to thrive was meant for tiny, dying babies. 
Thriving was what doctors looked for in hopes that a child would survive. 
I have never survived, but I live on. In black in the middle of the poster, it 
says—THINK TB. Think death, think sick.
T h re e  days later, I am admitted into the hospital. After leaving the
doctor's office, I got in bed. It seemed I had nothing else to do that 
day. Staying there for hours, I began to feel progressively worse. It's okay, 
I thought. I don't have anything better to do. I had moved into my parents' 
house after I could no longer pay my rent, and I knew they would take care 
of me. Soon, a light fever allowed me to lose consciousness at will. Nervous 
breakdowns seemed only slightly more dramatic than wasting away, and I 
had always planned on a nervous breakdown.
Finally, my mother pulls my father into my room and they drag me to 
the car. I want to tell them what I am thinking, how angry I have always 
been at them. Each of those days when they simply could have seen me, 
seen my sadness, seen that it was hurting me to walk out the door. I want 
to tell them how unfair it is that a man like Mr. Doloria could teach the
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second grade. I open my eyes momentarily to see their white hair reflecting 
the sun in the back seat. I want to tell them that I wish I was dead, where I 
could start over and live like the girl in the waiting room, happy despite 
unfairness. But I only say, "I am sick."
They say, "We know. That's why we are going to the hospital."
I have been dying all of this time. Dying is what I am best at. I am dying 
in the back seat, as I died everyday on my way to school in the second grade.
In fourth grade a girl told me that I had a short lifeline. Her mother was a palm reader so I trusted her opinion. I was the only one in the fourth 
grade with a lifeline so short. "I know," I said, my head held high, looking 
out across the black topped playground. "I am dying right now," I had said. 
The other kids stayed away from me after that. And it is true, my lifeline is 
short, and I have been dying for a long time now.
In the hospital, one day after being admitted, I woke up. I had slept through a raging fever while the IV pum ped special serums into my 
blood. I awoke one morning, somewhere among the years of my life, this 
year, or the year I got better, or maybe some other year. Still, I awoke to find 
a nurse checking my vital signs, and at the time I felt sure it was the end. I 
was elated. Different colored lights illuminated the room. One was bright 
and clear, it must have been the sun. Others were dark red and black spots. 
The nurse began to fade and I only heard a voice. It was a cheerful, female 
voice.
I spoke, thinking I was talking to angels. "Are you taking me to heaven?"
"No, you are actually getting better. But you need to sleep for a few days."
"No," I said, hoping this angel did not want to save me. "I am dying, but 
it's okay. I have been prepared. When Mr. Doloria put his penis in my mouth, 
I knew he was making me very sick," I said. "He was trying to poison me, 
although it has taken so very long." I
I try to see her but my eyes are closed. I know she is listening, and now 
it seems very important to tell her. "In second grade, I prayed that I would 
die in the closet, but I didn't. I told myself to scream, to call out, I couldn't 
breathe. I knew he would kill me. But he didn't—until now." My voice 
became a child's voice. "He should go to hell." In the delirium, I truly thought 
I could convince the angel to put him in hell.
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"Is that true," she asked. I saw greens coming from her voice.
"Of course, you know it is." I laughed, a sick foreign laugh, from miles 
away. I wondered if she could hear me now. I felt myself rising. I became a 
full, weightless ,blue-gray balloon. I rose, out of the tiny closet, out of the 
red brick school, over all of the little kids and into the blue sky. I got higher 
and higher, merging with the sky and the featheriness of the clouds around 
me until I disappeared.
I awake to a bright room. Balloons are strung from the end of the bed. It is very quiet. I am unhappy to be awake and so evidently alive. There 
is no dreamy lightness to my body. I feel heavy, ill, and awake. A nurse 
comes in the door and tells me there is a doctor to see me. I look away. I 
wish to be alone.
A woman clicking her heels comes through the door. Tears fill my eyes. 
I understand how terribly sad I feel. Somehow, I sense her red hair before I 
see her. She has pale skin, and I remember moments with angels. But she 
does not want to speak with me. She asks me questions right away, not 
pausing for anything more than the answer. I answer one question after the 
other. I tell her the truth because she asks. And before long, I tell her only 
because I want her to know.
17
"Ukranian Dancer " — Sean Duffy
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Eastern Frolics
I t ’s Choose Your Ideology Day 
behind the  curta in
a carnival relapse resounds w ith w hirls 
o f unity. A carousel sings—
ballerinas tapdancing along ru sted  poles 
th a t pierce a rtis ts  
head to  toe  in  w hat resem bles 
a  skewered hom em ade pap sm ear.
Step righ t up. Win your
favorite plastic  figurine; 
a  cross betw een G rendel and Ja b b a  
the H ut copulating in Godzilla—
a gross anatom y collector’s item.
G eisha beauties tip toe 
teetering w ith b listered  paws so tiny, 
they cannot dance for love
or m oney or th e  E m peror 
who is dining
with the  eclectic czarina. I swear 
they’re eating Oodles o f N oodles
over Tao discussions. T he im propriety 
o f it  all.
In troductions take a  bow to  cufflinks 
and the  gesta tion  o f M cDonald’s
quarter pounder hold the  cheese 
ex tra  onions please.
Children catnap  on the  ro ller coaster 
m isunderstanding dips and inclines. They
are overwhelmed, too m uch choice.
I  can relate.
I hide in  lacquered nesting  dolls 
life-sized and m otionless. They wobble
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in tipsy  wind. T heir indecision 
dark  and light;
They’re lucky for the  50/50 opportunity  
th a t their choice is right.
Far away from stoic Stonehenge, 
the  conch shells
uprise in a light-hearted chorus o f 
aqautic gasps, playful and sonorous
against the cufflinks o f pushers.
You w ant dem ocracy? 
Hey, we’ve got i t  all—m onarchy, 
anarchy, oligarchy—you nam e it,
my kewpie doll, i t ’s  yours 
for the duration.
A cultural kaleidoscope sharpens its own 
palette  o f color and hue
before your (O Confucius bless them ) 
slan ted  E astern  eyes 
which narrow  for the  carnival barker 
whose wary wares hang limp.
I t ’s Choose Your Ideology Day. 
No one’s buying.
—Natalie Bair
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she said conversation is like sex
to Bernadette M ay
—A tlanta, Georgia
she said  conversation is like sex
and I agree, for I know  we m ake love
with words, sim ple gestu res and sh o rt phrases
are small ta lk  foreplay on the  w eather and food
juxtaposed  w ith perfum ed h in ts  and banal trivialities
such are gentle k isses and forecasts on the  evening news:
one line paragraphs equate  nothing yet m ean so m uch
bu t soon the  conversation moves tow ards m ore
serious th ings and my lip s flow to  h e r palm s and the
invisible im aginary sign language begins, theories on
philosophy, and moving upw ards p a s t th ighs to
m athem atics, and oxdy here does in tegration
falter once num bers replace ph rases with
jargon and abstraction , and once again are we together,
our b reath  clashes in  the  darkness and we disagree on
Freud, who firs t m ade th e  connection w ith h is own
conversation on the  candle before i t ’s flaccid w ith
the flame, and the  tw isted  ideas are sim ple bigotries
bom  o f m isunderstandings and truncated  sentences.
I t  is no t th a t any o f my words circum scribe o r circumvent, 
ra ther I th ru s t  such  excuses in to  the  silence and only read 
your lips as I were blind. Yet with you, the  silence is cold 
and alone, holding m yself for I love no t another, 
the sexual solipsism , a  circular perversion, a  hopeless 
attraction  tow ards oneself? I t  m atte rs  not, for in the  
climax o f argum entation we scream  no t o f love b u t o f 
emotion, furious debato rs in cross exam ination, and the  grace 
is over, slowing down on a  h igher level o f understanding  
and the silence says all, words useless now 
for the pillow knows, the  bed knows, for they were there 
when she said conversation is like sex.
—Sean Duffy
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Pantyhose
(I Don't Wanna Grow Old)
They loom 
in bargain bins 
stuffed betw een 
aisles o f pine fresh 
housew ares and vitam ins.
SALE 99  cen ts a  pop 
las t o f the  red  hot
lovers’ control 
tops squeezing pregnancy 
and sen ior citizen 
flab in to  w annabe flat 
abdom ens. Forget those fancy 
d inner date/prom  night 
or wedding day types, 
superm arkets scream
cheap beige
standbys, nude
against w hitened w inter
skin. D on’t  hide varicose
veins, don’t  come in m odem
plastic  eggs th a t  k ids
fill w ith pennies and Bazooka
Jo e  b u t are  folded
and packed in b en t cardboard
throwaways,
pouches stam ped with Goody 
and P a thm ark  and W oolworth 
and sm udged prices.
100% Nylon fibers 
age easily, fray, 
fade and slouch 
in to  the  darkness 
o f orthopedic shoes
and take on an unm endable 
eternal shape.
Eventually dirty
knee-highs record  a  perfect
topography o f corns,
bunions and silhouettes o f ingrown
toenails
and scar its  host 
with tired  bands 
o f lost circulation.
—  Kathleen Suchecki
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New M other
Jen Weikert
T 'h e  baby is one month old and Jane is still convinced that she might 
break her when she goes to pick her up.
Jane has not gotten used to the idea of being a mother, of being the only 
one who can give the baby milk. She watches how Simon falls asleep in the 
rocking chair with the baby high on his shoulder, sometimes forgetting he 
is holding her, but never moving his hands away from her limp neck. Jane 
is secretly jealous of how comfortable Simon is with the baby. He acts as if 
it has always been the three of them in the house. He returns at night and 
kisses the baby 's forehead as if the child has always been a permanent fixture, 
a natural element in their lives. And selfishly, Jane is angry that Simon is so 
well-balanced, that his body is flat and dry. She wants him back all to herself. 
She wants them to be in the house alone again. When he hugs her, Simon's 
hands slide off Jane's flesh. They have been married for five years and never 
has there been this much silence.
They often stand within the nursery doorway just to hear their child's 
breath. Wrapped up tight in layers of pink blankets, the baby is not strong 
enough to wiggle out of her protective shell. Her night breathing is some­
times gurgled, almost moist. Jane has read enough books to know that the 
baby still believes she is within Jane's womb, cushioned by protective liquid.
T h e  baby is one m onth old, but Jane still hasn't deflated. She is waiting 
for the day when the extra air and baby fluid inside her will ooze out. 
Jane has become a mammal. She is leaking milk everywhere. There are wet, 
thick patches on most of her shirts, near her breasts or on her shoulder where 
the baby has spit up. No matter how often she showers, Jane stinks of sour 
milk. She has begun to wear her black wiry hair in a tight braid down the 
back of her neck. She knows that her odor turns off Simon. She knows he 
is still afraid to touch her for fear he will rupture her stitches. Jane thinks 
he is scared of her bloated abdomen and her leaking chest.
Jane has never been so tired in her life. Her body feels dismembered and 
her breasts are raw. There is never night or even silence in the house. In 
between foggy patches of sleep, Jane wakes up startled to discover that 
Simon has put the baby between them in bed. Limp with exhaustion, Jane 
rolls over to snatch up the child who flails her arms in the darkness as if she 
is trying navigate her way through the womb waters to her mother's breast.
24
She is disappointed in her instincts. During the day, Jane often can't settle 
the baby and ends up slipping down in the couch, pressing the baby into 
her. She is convinced that a 32-year-old woman should be able to soothe her 
own baby. But Simon can quiet the crying faster than Jane. Jane is the 
wet-nurse.
Jane calls her mother most mornings. "How my girls," her mother always 
asks and Jane tries to smile and shake off her tears. She gets lost in her 
mother's quick and rambling words.
"Janey, your nana used to come everyday and wash you up in the sink 
while I got showered and straighten up the house," says her mother. Jane is 
angry that her mother can't come over every morning and wash, powder 
and cream the baby.
T 'h e  baby is one month, old enough for a trip, says Jane's mother. So, 
Jane and Simon package their baby safely for the trip. She has no face. 
She is all blankets and hot breath. They've put the carseat on the passenger 
seat, and Jane is spread across the narrow backseat of their Saab. Most of the 
two hour trip to her parents' house, they are too exhausted to speak. She 
wants to keep him awake behind the wheel. She wants to lean over the seat 
and grab the baby and rock her but Jane can feel herself losing consciousness 
in the backseat. Inside the car, she does not smell. Her hair is loose around 
the frame of her long face. Inside the car, she feels taut and smooth.
When Jane opens her eyes, they are in the driveway of the house where 
she grew up. Simon is unstrapping the baby, and her parents are running 
toward the car. But Jane can't get up. She is paralyzed and rolled info a ball 
against the seat. She hears the baby scream as Simon passes her to Jane's 
mother. Even then, as she feels milk leaking from her breast, Jane has no 
desire to emerge from her cocoon. Simon opens the door and pulls her out 
of the backseat as if she is broken in pieces. The first thing she feels are her 
father's thick arms lock around her back. He is talking but she can't hear 
anything. She sees his mouth move but the rest of his face is fuzzy. Jane 
hears Simon's smooth voice and the baby's screams blend into one tone. 
Her knees crumble. Jane falls toward Simon and collapses on the blacktop.
Jane wakes up and can't determine how much time has passed since they were in the car. The room is filled with clean light, but she doesn't 
open her eyes. Jane wants to stay locked in the room where she is a child 
again. Eyes closed tight, she can't remember the placement of the furniture. 
She fears blindly sliding out of the bed, crashing into a table and disrupting
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the silence of her parents' house. She is in her childhood bed, high off the 
ground. Towering like a princess on the foamy mattress, she discovers milk 
stains on her blouse.
Simon comes into the room cradling the baby against his hip and flicks 
on the light. Jane realizes how her room is still the same except there is a 
white, wicker bassinet pushed against the wall. Jane extends her arms and 
Simon passes her their baby. She lays the baby down among the wrinkles 
in the comforter and slips back down in the cool sheets. The baby is kicking 
and Jane notices how she is beginning to grow. The baby's legs are thicker 
and her full head of black hair is changing color. Jane is convinced the baby 
will have hair like Simon's, thick, wavy, light brown.
She wants to tell him that she has never been so drained, that she is now 
the mother and that mothers aren't supposed to get tired. She can't remem­
ber when her mother complained of being tired. Her mother collapsed 
secretly, perfectly intact on the living room couch like a corpse with her 
shoes on. Simon pulls Jane's body against his chest and for a long while they 
sit in the messy bed and watch their perfect baby grab at the air.
After showering, Jane walks downstairs and joins her parents and Simon at the oblong kitchen table. She notices how her mother's 
hands are swollen and her rings look as if they might crack off her fat fingers. 
Her father is balding. Her parents are withering away alone in the house. 
Her parents are getting old and Jane knows the same fate awaits Simon and 
her.
Simon and her father go outside and begin to hike up the trail into the 
mountains behind the house. Jane's mother takes her into the garage and 
together they sort through boxes of Jane's nieces and nephew's clothes. 
Inside a box of picture albums, Jane finds a box of her mother's hair. 
Although her mother is now going gray, she remembers her mother's silky 
black hair. "I forgot I saved this," says her mother. "I cut my hair when you 
were a toddler. I couldn't stand messing with it all the time."
Jane is now embarrassed of her long hair and pushes it behind her ears. 
She is worried that she looks too young to be a mother. "New mothers always 
chop their hair. It's like joining a secret club," Jane's mother says.
Sitting at the kitchen table, Jane shakes the shiny, dead hair back and 
forth against the lip of the box. The baby is a month old and Jane looks no 
different.
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Simon and her father return from their walk, muddy and smelling of pine. "The baby is asleep in the den. When she wakes up, your father 
and I would enjoy some time alone with our new grandbaby. I want you to 
go in town, Janey. I know you haven't left this child yet. Go in town, you 
need to learn to leave her," says Jane's mother.
The baby is a month old, and Jane has never left her with anyone but 
Simon. She is terrified of leaving her parents alone with the baby and going 
to a place where people will smell her sourness. If they leave the baby, she 
and Simon will have begun to escape out of a place they have just entered. 
She is not used to being a mother yet. In fact, she is not a good mother. Jane 
doesn't want her baby waking up and seeing anyone's face but hers.
The baby is still asleep when Simon finally coaxes Jane into the car. She 
slides into the passenger seat and feels like an adult again. As they drive into 
town, Jane is uncomfortable to be alone with her husband in the car. She 
doesn't feel like trying to create conversation. They go to a bar that they used 
to go to when they visited her parents before they had the baby. Inside the 
Schoolhouse Inn, Jane is nauseated by the smoke and the thick, creamy drink 
Simon has ordered for her. They sit down on sleek, glistening metal stools. 
Simon slips his hand over her thigh. Jane feels like this bar is too hip for 
them, that new parents should not be allowed in such cheap places like this. 
She suddenly realizes they have become one of those couple who don't talk 
when they are out. Jane and Simon only mumble about the baby, about the 
new things they need to buy her for the winter. Looking at his sharp face 
and alluring eyes, Jane knows how much she misses her husband.
She calls her parents from the payphone outside the bar. When her father 
answers, Jane can immediately hear her baby crying in the background.
"Daddy, is she all right? Why is she crying? Did you try the pacifier? Look 
Daddy, Simon and I will leave right now. I am so sorry. I'll be right there."
Hearing the baby cry, Jane begins to leaks milk onto her sweater. She 
walks back into the bar, stinking of milk and shaking. "Simon, we have to 
leave. The baby is upset. They can't get her settled."
He notices the milk stains instantly. He grabs her hand and pulls her 
toward the door. Jane starts to cry and she focus on listening to Simon's feet 
as they crunch against the gravel driveway. They do not speak for the entire 
trip back to her parents'. She knows he hates her.
When they walk inside the house, the baby is quiet and back inside the portable crib. Her parents are watching TV, but Jane is still
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crying. She goes into the bathroom and strips off all her clothes. She tries on 
the tap and waits until the water is hot. With her eyes closed, she dips her 
head under the tap and feels the warm water soak into her hair.
Naked in the well-lit bathroom, she stands armed with scissors, ready to 
make the first blunt cut into her wet hair.
'Youth " — Brandy Walters
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Keith and I
Luke Henderson
K eith Fadgean and I are best friends. We lived in the same town,
Milford, we went to school together, and whenever school ended we 
would go to his house and do something cool. "Makin' mischief is what 
Keith's dad called it. He would always buy us pizza, and he would laugh 
when we told him what we had done. Keith's dad was a pretty cool guy. 
We always had fun at Keith's house. That's the way it was for the last six 
years.
Two weeks ago my parents got a divorce, and I moved away from Milford 
with my mother, about ten hours from Keith. My father is selling our old 
house there, and is moving someplace else himself. It kind of bothers me 
that they got a divorce, but when I ask my mom about it she starts tearing 
up, talking about the way sometimes people just find other people, and those 
other people make them change, and re-evaluate, and I wind up feeling bad 
and uncomfortable. So I don't ask anymore. Keith's parents never divorced, 
and I hope for his sake they never do.
By far the thing I miss most about Milford was doing stuff with Keith. 
My mom said we have "great chemistry." I guess that's true. We would get 
on each other's nerves a little, but it was always in fun. Best friends are like 
that. We know each other really well.
K e ith was always trying out new people, trying to get a third for us. I
think he did just to prove that we were it, that there were no other 
kids like us anywhere, or maybe because he knew it bothered me, a little. 
Like I said, we got on each other's nerves like that, no big deal, just teasing.
He would usually give new people the benefit of the doubt, which pretty 
much meant that the deciding would be up to me. Of course I never thought 
anyone was good enough, they just couldn't match us. Keith and I have 
known each other since first grade. That's kind of hard to beat. Whenever 
Keith thought he really had someone cool, cool enough to hang out with us, 
something always happened, and that would be that. Mark Pinco was a kid 
like that.
He was the new kid, just moved up from New York, and from his first 
day at school he'd been chumming up to Keith, giving him shotgun shells, 
baseball cards, stuff like that, and for free. For free! "I guess that's the way
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they do things in New York," I told him at recess. He squinted at me for a 
minute.
"Give him a chance," he said.
"Come on, he's a total dork."
"No he's not-"
"Yes he is-"
"No he's NOT. In fact, I invited him over Friday."
"You what?"
Keith smiled. "I- I'm inviting him over Friday..."
"You're not."
"Yup." And he went over to Mark and did just that. I shook my head, 
and went to join the soccer game. I couldn't wait to put Mark to the test.
Friday came, and Mark showed up at Keith's house a little late. Keith and I were downstairs, as usual, fiddling with his new computer, 
which we couldn't get to work. We heard voices above, and we turned our 
heads and looked at the top of the stairs. It was Mark and his mom talking 
to Keith's mom. I looked Keith in the eye. "Guess he's here."
He looked right back. "Mmm-hmm."
We both looked back to the top of the stairs, where Mark and his mom 
were now within view, and still talking to Keith's mom. They stopped for a 
second, and Mark peered down, and waved to us. We waved back. Mark 
didn't see it though, because his mom had spun him gently around by the 
shoulders, and crouched down like a catcher to talk to him. We couldn't 
quite make out what she said. As she spoke, Mark nodded his head and said 
yes, over and over again, four or five times, yes. Keith and I looked at each 
other. Parents didn't usually come in.
We looked back. Mark's mom had finally stopped talking. She straight­
ened up. "Okay?" she said, in nice loud voice. Mark nodded quickly. As if 
she hadn't noticed his response, she said it again. "Okay?"
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Then he said it. He practically sung it. "O-kay, mommy." I managed not 
to laugh, but it was hard work. Keith pretended not to hear, but I knew he 
had. He was blushing.
It gets better. Mark turned, and started to walk downstairs, when his 
mom spun him one more time, leaned over, and kissed him, on the forehead. 
Keith breathed in quickly and looked at the floor. I smiled broadly and let 
out a snicker. It was just a peck, but that didn't matter. She kissed him. He 
was sunk.
So  it w as basically us after The Pinco Incident. Keith still was friends with
other people at school, but he didn't bother to have anyone else new 
over. It was just me and Keith, doing things, getting into trouble, having 
fun.
The most trouble we ever got in was when we squirted water on Ms. 
Worley's chair. She was our fifth grade teacher. We had good reason to do 
it. It was coming up on lunchtime one December day, and for the third time 
Johnny Derkiss raised his hand and asked to go to the bathroom. For the 
third time, Ms. Worley told him he could wait until he went to lunch. He 
said he really couldn't, but Ms. Worley shut him up. About a minute later, 
the girl next to him started yelping and screeching with laughter. We all 
looked back, and the legs of Johnny's slacks were soaked, and there was a 
small puddle below his shoes. He was crying. The class broke out laughing.
Immediately Ms. Worley interrupted, with a thunderous, "Stop it, all of 
you!" We looked at her, trying not to laugh. "You are all in trouble!" The 
room was then silent. Ms. Worley calmed, and continued: "you will all sit 
quietly, in your seats, for the next twenty minutes. Not a peep." Not bad. 
That was only ten minutes taken away from lunch. "As for you, Johnny," she 
went on, "you will sit on the radiator." She stood, went and shut the door, 
and waited.
Johnny sniffled his way to the radiator, and sat on top of it. That day it 
was about twenty degrees outside, and the warm blast from the radiator was 
the only air that circulated in the room, with the door shut. In two minutes 
the cramped classroom completely smelled of urine. It was hot. It was awful. 
Johnny sniffed back tears and turned his head from the class, looking out 
the window. Time crawled by, and with each minute came the stench, 
slightly stronger. She finally let us go, and Keith and I knew revenge was 
necessary. Wetting her chair seemed like the right thing to do.
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That day, Ms. Worley was wearing a tan business blazer, white blouse, and tan skirt. We wet her chair just after recess ended, when the other 
kids were putting their coats in their cubbyholes, and Ms. Worley was 
outside talking to Mrs. Hughes, the cool teacher next door. The plan was for 
me to use Keith's squirtgun, while he looked out, and shielded me from 
view. As it turned out, I was so nervous that after one squirt I suggested we 
switch positions, and Keith finished the job.
After we all sat down in our seats, she ordered quiet reading time and 
went to sit down. The plan worked. She didn't notice. I nearly burst out in 
delight. I managed to keep my head down and looked at Keith, who was 
smiling back at me. Ms. Worley said nothing. Keith shielded his face behind 
his book, and I did the same. We couldn't have trusted this one to poker 
faces. Still, Ms. Worley said nothing. I pretended to read, and for two long 
minutes she said nothing. I could hear the lights buzzing overhead, and got 
a little nervous.
"Class," she calmly broke the silence, "who has done this?" She didn't 
sound angry at all. She looked around the room, and there were a few 
snickers. "Who," she said, her face tightening, "has done this?" There was 
less laughter this time. She was getting serious. "Who... has... done... this?" 
she boomed, and she stood and her eyes darted around the room. They met 
mine, and I quickly lowered my head.
There was a whimper from the back of the room, from Johnny Derkiss. 
"What was that?" she said. I gulped and looked at Keith.
"It..It was Davey Stevens and Keith Fadgean!" he cried.
I sunk in my chair. Johnny Derkiss, the kid who we were defending, had ratted on us. My heart hung in my throat. Keith lowered his head 
to his desk. There was no sense pleading our case.
Not that we could have. In a flash Ms. Worley walked to the door, and 
pointed outside. "Go to the Principal," she said, coldly, and we sheepishly 
left. Keith started to say something on the way out, but thought better of it. 
I'm glad he didn't. My entire insides were in my throat. At that point another 
word from Ms. Worley would have about killed me.
We sat quietly in Dr. Walsh's office, while he talked on the phone in the 
adjoining room. I guess he was being told what we did. When he came in, 
he didn't seem angry with us, and he didn't give us some kind of fatherly 
lecture. He just sat down, stared at us for a minute, and told us he'd have
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to see our parents, then us, then us and our parents. We all met, and Dr. 
Walsh told us about a man named Mr. Schirmer, who would come in and 
meet with us, and check how we were doing every once in a while, just to 
see that we were doing all right. Everyone agreed that it was a good idea. It 
sounded pretty ominous to me, though.
Still, we only met with Mr. Schirmer one time, after school, about a week later. He was young and awkward-looking— Keith's mom later 
said he wasn't cute enough to do her taxes— and he seemed very nervous. 
As he talked to us, he kept adjusting his glasses, which seemed way too big 
for his head. He told us that we shouldn't be afraid of him. Keith and I 
shrugged. "We're not afraid," he said, and I laughed.
"Okay then," Mr. Schirmer said quickly. He twitched around like he was 
in a hurry. He asked us how we were, what we were doing, how we liked 
school, stuff like that. He kept saying "ahm," over and over. He seemed 
confused, or afraid, or something. Twice he wiped sweat from his forehead. 
At one point he knocked over a stack of files on his desk. Keith and I laughed 
out loud, then felt bad and held it in. We answered his questions, half the 
time giggling, and that was it. We never had to meet with him again.
Last year was sixth grade, and a new school with new people in it for me and Keith. My dad had once said that maybe we should hang out 
with different people, and that middle school might bring me and Keith 
apart. I told him it wouldn't, and I was right, it didn't. I don't think anything 
could bring us apart. Last year was a pretty good year for us, even though 
we hated our new school. We skipped together six times, and not once did 
we get in trouble for it.
Like I said, the day after sixth grade ended, my parents got a divorce, 
and I moved away. There was nothing I could have done. I told my mom I 
didn't want to spend the summer in someplace new, and she said that I 
would have to. I told her I wanted to be with Keith, and she said I'd have 
to make new friends. I told her Keith was my best friend, and I still wanted 
to live in Milford. She didn't have an answer for that. I told her I wanted to 
go back to Milford, and she started crying, saying we have to get used to 
this new place for now, and we might go back to Milford someday, just not 
now. I
I can't wait for that day. No one can make Keith and I stop. We're best 
friends.
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" All is L ost" — Erica P. Johnson
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Dead Heads
T here she goes.
Falling backwards,
Arms ou tstre tched  
Like a  N estea  plunge 
S traight in to  the  concrete.
I w atch h e r head  bounce twice.
Spazzing and tw itching
How m uch CPR can I rem em ber?
N ot a lot.
Christ, sh e ’s convulsing.
Is there  a doctor in the  parking lot?
N ot to  worry,
T here  are he r two friends 
Tie-dyed and peaceful, 
Loving and caring 
Dead H eads to  th e  rescue.
I can hear th e ir concern from here,
"Get your dam n ass  up, you bitch."
They em body everything th a t  is good.
T hree sharp, swift kicks to  her head and torso  
And hippie # 1  realizes those  hundred  dollar sandals 
J u s t  a ren ’t  m ade for th is  activity.
Luckily, flower child # 2  is w earing boots.
—Jesse Delaney
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Celebration
Natalie Bair
You're sitting in the theater alone again. You've been seeing a lot of movies alone lately. The credits begin to roll and you watch the 
crowds shuffle out toward the back. You slouch in your seat, yawn and 
stretch your arm around the vacant seat next to you, like you did as a 
starry-eyed twelve year old waiting for her signal that this would be the 
night when you FRENCH KISSED. She, of course, would lean in closer to 
you, clumsily bend her head to kiss you, and in the back of her mind 
wondered if this was THE ONE. Yes, what would it be like to be married to 
you?
You were married once. She danced like a ballerina all during your 
wedding day. Danced with everyone. She wore the most beautiful anklet. 
It was a strip of gossamer imported lace with five silk rosettes carefully placed 
one-and-a-half inches apart. You should know. You made it for her. One 
rosette for each of the children you wished to have. Yes, she danced as 
gracefully as ever. When it was time to cut the cake and feed it to each other, 
you let her know how sweetly she danced. Shoved the cake right into her 
mouth. She knew what you meant; you could see the fear in her eyes. But 
she laughed to save face in front of the guests.
Y ou pull into the lot at the Seven-Eleven just minutes from your house.
You get out and realize that Hal is the cashier tonight. You reconsider 
going in because you really don't want to run into anyone you know this 
evening. But you're out of cigarettes.
Hal waves to you and asks how you are the minute you step in. He asks 
this in a tone that knows your dirty laundry. You answer fine, and for the 
most part manage to ignore Hal for the most of your shopping experience. 
Diet Coke. A soft pretzel. Marlboro box. Oh, and a beef jerky. What the hell. 
Tonight is a night to celebrate. The movie wasn't too bad.
As you're leaving, Hal tells you to take care. You want to laugh to 
yourself. That bastard knows she left you exactly 50 days ago. She said she 
was visiting her relatives in England, but you knew this was just her gentle 
way of escaping. You couldn't stop her. You couldn't justify stopping her. 
The night air hits you, crisp and still, forcing you to look around at the swirls 
of ambiguous clouds against the midnight sky. Yes, tonight is a night to 
celebrate.
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Y our favorite place in the world to be is always your balcony. You 
refuse to live in a place unless it has a balcony. Maybe because the air 
is thinner, maybe because it is closer to the tree tops. It's just a bizarre fetish. 
You dream of making love to the natural world. You'd start with the moon, 
then the stars, all the while working yourself up to the ultimate conquest: 
the ocean. You begin to wonder if it's just the beer talking. You've just 
finished your fifth this hour.
You watch as the wax begins to trail down the candles you've placed on 
the patio furniture. You are pretending to have an ambient experience. The 
radio is playing. You purposely put on the jazz station. You never listen to 
the jazz station. It's a restless, restless night. You grab the cordless phone 
from inside and bring it out on the patio.
You relax in the recliner and dial your favorite 976 number. You laugh 
as the girl pants on the other end of the line. You tell her to suck your dick 
or you'll be sure she pays with her life. She complies, moaning about your 
magnitude, telling you how incredibly wet she is for you. You pleasantly tell 
her she's a whore and hang up.
After several more beers, you manage to bring yourself to re-enter the 
house. You go to the room in the house in which you were never allowed 
when she was around. In the basement is her studio. Works finished, 
half-finished, canvases, paints, sculpture disasters litter the room in what 
seems no apparent order. You've come down here every night for the past 
fifty nights. You laugh at her titles. "Abortion." "Orgasm in the Afternoon." 
"Woman's Burden." Her self-serving female gibberish and her pathetic 
attempts at transcending her gender weakness.
One by one you have tediously destroyed her works with paint, marker, 
knives—at least one a night until they have all been vandalized irreparably. 
She'd never know the pain of your prolonged semantics. You destroyed the 
last painting just last night. The special one. The one that was supposed to 
represent her hurt and anger over the dead, unformed child that lay at the 
bottom of the basement stairs. It was her fault, really.
Tonight is a night to celebrate. Might as well get naked. It's not a party 
unless you're naked, so you toss your clothes around her studio—baggy 
jeans, striped oxford, brown boots and silk boxers. She left her oil paints, 
and you can't remember being this excited about arts and crafts since 
kindergarten. After brushing on the red paint, you run your fingers in swirls 
around your chest. You are a work of art. Then, you dry your hands on the 
cloth, repeating the process. Blue checks on your face. Green stars on your
legs. Black hearts on your penis. Purple dots on your ass. You wonder if they 
look like hemorrhoids.
You need something to drink. The liquor cabinet has been stocked to capacity for the past fifty days. You decide on the brandy and grab 
one of your hundred dollar drinking glasses from your bachelor days. The 
flawlessly cut crystal gleams the fragmented cherry surface of the cabinet 
into about sixteen smaller prisms. The glass feels cold and uneven in your 
hand, but you restore its balance by filling it. You remember that you must 
look like a naked fool. You are a naked fool.
You close your eyes and can still hear the incessant hum of ambulance 
sirens. "I don't know what happened. We just came back from a party at the 
Tybalt's. She went down to grab soda from the cellar..." Your voice always 
fails at this point, just as you dissolve into the nightmare. Just as you had 
dissolved into fake tears. You never knew you would become such a 
fabulous liar.
But her tears were real.
You sit down on the sofa with your goblet of brandy. The paint has still not dried on your body and there will probably be purple dots 
and maybe a few green stars imprinted on the ivory leather. But that doesn't 
matter.
You down your glass. You refill. You resume your position. More purple 
dots. More green stars.
Your head is spinning and you swear that the kaleidoscope that has 
become your body is swimming out of reach in front of you dominated by 
a parade of purple dots. There is no shame in being naked. Just in being 
alone.
Your eyes regain their focus and you are facing the mantle on which your 
wedding picture is the centerpiece. It is surrounded by silver candlesticks 
with barely burned tapers. Outside the candles sit two identical silk ferns 
potted in matching gray art deco vases.
She wore white. Her veil encircled her head and draped gossamer white 
tulle down to her waist. It reminded you of goose down feathers shapely 
curving into spread wings. You wonder if she can fly. But that's just the 
brandy talking.
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You pick up the picture and stroke its fine porcelain frame engraved with 
your names. David and Gabriella. The conjunction that never should have 
been. Bitch. You are looking at her face. You can imagine the taste of lemon 
cake shoved deep in between her teeth. Bitch. You shatter the picture on 
the mantle and it breaks into a spider web pattern that changes her 
expression. She is triangularly distorted. There's nothing there. You want 
her to plead; but she just smiles.
You pull one of the shards of glass from the frame to see her face, and 
the glass sinks into your frustrated palm, leaving ribbons of blood. BITCH. 
You prop her up on the mantle to watch. Her eyes are nothing but purple 
dots anymore as you shove the glass into a wrist. The blood comes so quick. 
You have enough energy to weakly cut the other. Tonight is a night to 
celebrate. So much blood. So many purple dots. You are crumpled fetally 
on the carpet. It used to be cream colored. But it's a party. Purple dots and 
green stars, officer. Gabby. My beautiful...
"Insomnia " — Patrick Rapa
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Finally reaching Egocentrism II fourteen years pasado
1.
im m ortals we, eh  Tom my? 
grab a  star, who we are!
ah, how it feels to  be Beethoven!
silly poets! who even rem em bers Schiller?
it feels to  be dead good, o r n o t dead perhaps 
depending on w hat death  is, in  the  hyperbolic paradigm ...
dam n philosophers! always leave us poets
with questions to  our questions to  answer, so  i t ’s...
bu t they are rem em bered, unlike you. D ear Sir. Who will read 
The Black M ountain Review in two thousand  years? eh? 
or listen to  Thom as Schanning’s sonata  o r in te rp re t Jo h n  M erreck’s 
sonnets or rem em ber a  500 page can ta ta  on solipsism ?
we are already dead, so what, im m ortals we, eh Tom my?
I need som e grass seed  to  succeed. Yes, Sir.
2 .
Tom and J o h n  and Rich w ent to  the  cem etery 
and never returned. They were no t dead, no, they 
were very m uch alive.
Tom Jo h n  Rich go off in  search o f im m ortality 
and on the  way, discover a big dog, and old dog, 
with cataract eyes and gray fur, hip displaced and 
dysfunctional. W hat a  sham e, says tom.
Throw  a  m illion ears in T om ’s pile
a  m illion crappy singing troupes 
to  serenade us all to  sleep. I am  sick  o f poetry,
Physics, the  w orlds o f ideals, and I ’m hungry.
A M cDonald’s appears from no where, com plete with 
kitchen sta ff and m aidenhands. They o rder som e ham burger.
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I m et a m an nam ed Henry, in my travels
to  Logan Library, says the  poet. He jum ped  down to
the Vine S tree t Expressw ay from 20 th  stree t. W hat a  Shame!
says the  m usician, pouring over a score e tched with coffee-stains
3.
Tom  a in ’t  never returning, M an has gone for 
good, the old black m an is right, we should  listen  
m ore often to  th a t  man. H e is right. A man.
Certainly. T h a t m an was right. T here  is no denial. 
T h a t m an was definitely right. Im m ortals we, eh?
T h a t m an was right. D rinks on us, tonight.
—Sean Duffy
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Clearing Brush
We take tu rns,
I drag fallen limbs 
and downed trees 
while he cuts dead wood 
with a scrap steel knife.
He is happy th a t our work 
will slow brush  fires.
I look forward to  the  
blackened coffee pot, 
and the  potatoes, w rapped in foil 
baking beneath  the  fine w hite ash 
nestled in the  red  coals.
—Rob Sarnowski
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"ONA" — Sean Duffy
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Hill Billy
Hillary O'Connor
He kicks up dirt in the driveway. Gravel shoots back onto his shoes making them gray and dusty. Tiny stones bounce off his shins. He 
hates this house. He used to live in another house, in the woods. Him and 
his dad had a dog named Dogman. A black Lab that got hit by a car the first 
day they moved here, whenever that was.
He thinks it was only this weekend that the dog got hit. He thinks again, 
shaking his head. No, I have been here for a winter and now it is summer again. 
On the yellow wall above the brown strips in the kitchen is a calendar. It 
has pictures in it. There is a day that is circled. One day, today or yesterday, 
his mother had pointed to the mark and said, it is exactly one year since 
we've moved here. When she said that, he thought of Dogman, and 
wondered what it felt like to be in the ground for one year. It had made him 
think of his Dad. Who knows why anyone would want to see it on the 
calendar. No one wants to be here in the first place. He wonders why she 
moved from her spot at the table to go over to a drawer and pick out a red 
marker and circle the day. He wonders why she ever got up. All she ever 
does is smoke cigarettes at the kitchen table. No matter how early in the 
morning it feels, or how ugly the light gets with the small lamp over the 
table, in the night, she smokes there. He thinks of her smell and pinches his 
nose.
He walks between two trees. In a nice place, those trees would have a 
hammock, but here they just look at the stupid highway. He pushes his way 
through some little bushes and his stomach growls. Today is Friday. He 
knows this because his sister goes out on Friday. His sister is a pretty girl. 
But on Fridays, with all that shit make-up on, she just pats him on the head 
and smiles a creepy red smile as she goes off in a car. She's not the sister 
who used to show him where to find turtles when he was so little, the girl 
with freckles and brown skin who used to tell him about crickets and their 
sounds late at night when they sat on the porch near the pond. Now she 
doesn't talk to him. He considers the girl with freckles to be dead, like his 
father. And when she goes out, he knows it must be Friday, although it's 
just the same as every other day.
The grass beyond the trees and through the bushes is cut and green. It's 
county property. He walks for thirty feet through the county property into 
state property. You can't tell the difference between the two, but he knows. 
Then after walking twenty feet on the state's grass, he hits the shoulder of
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the highway with his toes. The land slopes downward towards the hot 
concrete of the shoulder and then the two lanes going north and then the 
median (state property) and the two lanes going south. The sun seems hotter 
and angrier along the highway. He can see it, right along the edge of a small 
hill. He has never been to that side of the highway. For all he knows, the 
sun lays down in the valley right beyond the highway. Now it goes down. 
His sister left only a few minutes ago or a few days ago, who knows, and 
his mother smokes and he squats by the edge of Interstate 35 going through 
Iowa into Missouri.
He knows he is highly visible, or at least he thinks he must be—sitting 
right in the middle of fifty feet of mowed ground next to a highway—but 
still no one seems to see him as they pass. His legs meet his chin, and he 
doesn't actually touch the ground, except for his feet. He used to be too small 
to do this, but now his legs seem unusually long and skinny. He picks at 
scabs on his knees and wonders if he is dirty, and, for just a second he feels 
a twinge of something— a desire to hide, but before he knows it, the feeling 
is gone over the hill or rumbling by with a tractor trailer. Nothing passes on 
the highway. There is a car sometimes on this side, sometimes on the other. 
He wonders where they go. Where is there to go—to want to go. He wants 
to go somewhere, but he doesn't know exactly where it is he wants to go. 
He imagines gas stations and mirrors.
T h e  first day they got a television set was a Saturday. It was recently.
He knows this much. He knows it was cold, and he was in this house 
and he was alone. His mother had been working back then, and the men 
had knocked and when he opened the door, they carried it in. He figured 
they didn't notice him. He felt invisible as they placed it on the carpet and 
walked out. He turned it on, after he plugged it in. He knew what it was. 
But the images were strange to him. There were people, but they didn't look 
like they were from this world or at least not his world. Everything was in 
these bright colors. Colors beyond the colors of Iowa, or this house, or even 
the old house. The men were small, and there was nothing behind anyone. 
It seemed the people were stuck in a framed, even world without any land, 
or road, or even more than one room. But there was one thing, fifteen 
minutes of a show he had never forgot.
It was a story about a man, in the night, driving his car. Crouching on the floor, squinting into the picture, hoping not to miss anything, he 
watched intently and the light got dark. The man drove in his car for long 
stretches of road. He would stop in little places, which looked dirty, to eat. 
He had talked to waitresses and shot pool. He stopped in a gas station; he
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took off his shirt and put on a new one that came out of a black bag. He had 
splashed water on his face and in his hair. He combed his hair. Then he 
looked in the mirror, combing his hair over and over again.
He knew this man in the show was bad, but now, sitting on the highway 
he wants to look at himself in a gas station mirror. He imagines himself in 
the mirror. His hair would be a different color than the man on the TV, but 
he and this man from the road would be the same person. He sees himself 
as that man, sitting on the side of the road, being dirty and blond, and just 
a little smaller. He liked the show because the colors were right; they were 
dingy and dark, like his real house. The man in the show had a convertible, 
and, more than anything, he wants to drive in a car with no top. That way, 
it would be like walking, only you could do it on highways and very fast.
A blue car passes. There are two women in the front seat. They are going north. But in a second, they are past and out of his reach, and 
he wishes they had stopped. Whenever he comes to the road, he wishes 
someone would stop just for one second and let him into their travels, into 
their world, which must be better than his or at least very different. He 
doesn't know what anyone else's life is like, and he would like to know. If 
someone stopped, he would smile and be very nice. He would tell them 
about his dog, and the accident on this very road that had killed Dogman. 
He would act very happy and friendly just like on the TV. He would ask 
where they were going, how they would get there, and what they do there. 
He wonders where this road leads to. Even when he moved here, they didn't 
get on any big highways; they stayed on thin country roads. And when the 
bus picks him up in the winter, they take two roads; one is the dirt road in 
front of his house. They never make it near the highway. The only other 
time he's been in a car was to go to the hospital to visit his father before he 
died. He only went once; his father wasn't there very long, and he doesn't 
remember the road to get there. He remembers the hospital though. It was 
white and big, with a whole city of people inside. He thinks the hospital is 
what cities are like, and he doesn't ever want to go to a city. But he does 
want to see other places.
On TV, people are always talking. There is not much talking in his house. 
There never was, even in his old house. His mother would ask him and his 
father questions, and they would answer nicely. And his father would smile, 
but not like on TV where talking goes on and on. In school, there is a lot of 
talking. But he doesn't talk to anyone really. They call him Hillbilly. Even 
when the girls are nice they smile and say, "Here's your paper, Hillbilly." 
And he takes it. He doesn't care that they call him Hillbilly. He doesn't know
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exactly what they mean, but he knows his sister is like them, and he always 
liked his sister.
Inside his head, there is some talking. He is mostly angry at his mother 
for putting him in the new house, and he wishes he could go hunting with 
his dad. He thinks terrible thoughts about his old house. He is afraid 
someone tore it down or changed it or moved in and made it their house. 
Someday, he plans to live there, to have a mirror and a dog.
T h e  last time he saw his Dad, he was in the hospital. His mother had 
said, "Billy, your father is sick, don't be afraid." But he was very afraid. 
The man in the room was hitting himself and talking. He didn't look at him 
or his mother; he was all alone. Billy had figured they were in the wrong 
place; his father was in another hospital, in another town. His sister had 
thrown up, making a thick yellow pattern on the flat white floor. His Dad 
must still be in the house. They may have left him there. Billy's afraid that 
if the house isn't there, then his father isn't there anymore. He wonders how 
he could get to his old house from here. His mother had told him his father 
had died in a car accident; he didn't believe her.
The sun is now under the hill across the highway. The sky is orange, and 
it makes the air cloudy. He can see flies turning orange in the light and 
looking hot. A car goes by and then another, and after a while, it is near dark 
but still purpley. Across the way, he can see a deer; it doesn't move much. 
He wants to go to the pond.
Walking back past his house, he sees one kitchen light on; he won't go 
back until there are more lights on, like on TV. Or until it goes dark, he likes 
dark. The dusky feel in his house seems creepy.
Now that he is used to the TV, he is curious. Where is it that all these 
people live? They seem far away and very different from him or his sister 
or even his father, who has taken on the alien image of the characters on 
the screen. Even the kids at school don't look or talk like the people on the 
TV. He wonders when he watches, what and why he is watching. Nothing 
seems funny, nothing makes him happy. It's interesting though. He can sit 
there for hours and hours without moving, just staring at the people.
By the pond is a path through the thick grass. He doesn't really need to 
follow the path; he could walk in the thick, weedy, yellow grass, but the 
path is just as easy. The grass and the worn lane run right up to the water, 
where the grass turns into murky dirt and then water. He walks around the 
pond on the grass, making crunchy noises and feeling some of it tickle his
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ankles. He finds a toad. He looks twice before he sees it, it's almost as brown 
as the grass it sits in. It is only one fat, toady leap from the water, but it 
chooses not to move. He walks by and thinks the toad is stupid.
At the far side of the pond, he picks up a big stick. It is heavy and as long 
as a baseball bat. He only knows this because his dad tried to teach him 
baseball. Billy would throw the ball, but he never understood the rules about 
the bases. Sometimes he ran the wrong way, and then his Dad stopped 
teaching him. But on hot nights in the summer after eating and before the 
sky turned dark orange, he would throw him balls and say, "Hit it Billy. 
Make it go as far as you can. Imagine the crowd going wild." And Billy would 
hit it out to the farthest tree wondering what the crowd would do.
Today, he thought of his father and their baseball bat when he turned on the TV and saw a baseball game. It was not like what he and his 
father played—they hadn't been on a real field—they had been in the yard. 
These players looked so big and strange. Now he knows why he never 
understood the rules. He had not known there were more than two players 
on the team. He always thought it was him and his dad with Dogman in 
between. But he knew what he was watching was baseball because of the 
bats. They were just like the one he and his father had used. He is angry 
because he does not know where it went.
Billy swings the stick several times. It's not a real bat, and he doesn't 
have a ball. He walks back past the pond, carrying the stick behind him. It 
is heavy, so he walks slowly, and when he gets back to the toad, he stops.
Get out o f the way, get out o f the way.
He thinks of kicking it, but then is furious and he takes the bat and 
swings. His head feels as heavy as the bat. The stick pulls him as it hangs up 
over his head. He brings it down with a thunk on the toad. His body falls 
forward with the weight. The animal gives to the wood and splatters in half. 
Billy recovers, stands up again. The blood is white and red and yellow. 
Disgusted, he hits the mess over and over, hoping it will turn something he 
can't recognize. Every time the stick hits the ground he jumps, his feet 
pushing his weight into the slam. The toad flattens out, but it doesn't turn 
into its old brown. Now the spot is red. And no matter how much he hits it, 
it remains red. He turns a little, drops the stick and walks away.
His body hurts and his head rings. God, please forgive me.
This thought jumps into his head—a mosquito like buzz which chants 
louder and louder, repeating itself.
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God, please forgive me. God, please forgive me.
It is dark and he can see the house up, and a little bit around the hill. He 
walks faster, wondering what a toad thinks when it gets hit.
God, please forgive me.
Before he hit it, he thought of nothing but white tiles and dirty toads. 
Billy thinks of his father, who is like the toad. He is scared of himself.
God, please forgive me.
He wants to think of other things, but it becomes like counting now.
God, please forgive me, God, please forgive me.
He soon drops the please, saying it more times.
God, forgive me. God, forgive me.
He only went to church a few times, but suddenly it seems important to 
find God and ask again and again.
Godforgiveme.
Past his door, Godforgivme, running across creaking bare floors, Godfor­
giveme, he smells the stale clouds coming from the kitchen.
Godforgiveme.
He hits every other stair hard, Godforgiveme, but too slow and lands on 
his bed.
Godforgiveme.
Billy lays very still in the darkness, daring not to move, asking God's 
forgiveness for killing the toad, and he thinks for a moment of changing his 
life, but first he must ask God's forgiveness.
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The World-Fragments
Chaos is a beautiful thing.
—Perry Farrell
The w orld-fragm ents
chipped and strew n, 
daring one to  perceive
no t in sim ple cones o r cubes
b u t fractal unsymm etry. 
Heaven forbid the  s tra ig h t line
draw  its dom inion over 
paling rockface.
Or exponential m aple trees
th a t carry a to rrid  outline 
against and above 
boundaries o f sim ple geometry.
We tug and stra in , molding 
the  view
in an eye’s lens incapable
of true  eye-hand coordination.
No form ula left
to  perfect th e  already perfect
and can it be m ore perfect? 
Draw th e  line
th a t connects im aginary poin ts
to  num bers th a t  end where 
the world seem s. 
We will need to  erase  m any
tim es over to  fulfill the 
shapes o f na tu re  
with an unsolvable equation.
—  Natalie Bair
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The Crystal Ornament
Sean Duffy
1.
T he crystal ornament hanging in my room was a gift from my muse.
 It arrived one day in a plain brown cardboard box, wrapped in torn 
craft paper. On the front was my address, and beneath it was scrawled, in 
red felt marker:
Glass- Handle With Care—Do Not Drop.
A gift from the foothills of Olympus, Pennsylvania.
The box sat upon my desk for a week as I curiously glanced at it each 
morning before I left for work. I held it, shook it (there was only the metallic 
putter of loose styrofoam popcorn), and finally, tired of waiting, I carefully 
unwrapped it. Inside was a letter, some chocolate candy, construction paper 
cut-out hearts, and, packaged quite haphazardly in bubble-pack and poly­
urethane, was the glass ornament. I chuckled, hung it from a nail in my 
ceiling, and went to work.
A week later I got a call from the police. I was to appear in court for a minor traffic violation or else, in thirty days, my license would be 
revoked for a year.
"Do you quite understand me, Mr. Lentel?"
"I most certainly do, sir."
"And you understand the repercussions of your actions, Mr. Lentel?"
'I most certainly do, sir."
"And you realize..."
Somewhere during the conversation, I had fallen asleep, and I awoke to a rhythmic signal warning me that the phone was off the hook and 
no one was on the line.
"We're sorry, your call did not go through. Please try your call again. 
We're sorry, your call did not go through..."
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11.
I  was born in November.
It was raining that morning, and my mother was rushed to the hospital. 
She was hysterical. My father stopped at every yellow light. I remember it.
"You don't expect me to break the law, do you?" He said, stoically, "The 
world doesn't stop because you're having a baby..." He approached another 
yellow light and my mother fainted.
Every other child in the nursery was black. Even the nurses were black, 
so there was no confusing me with another infant. Even at the beginning, I 
was a multi-cultural baby.
"Why do you have train tracks on your stomach?" I asked my mother 
when I was young.
"Because they needed to get you out." She smiled, and I averted my eyes 
from her gaze.
I knew then I would never have a baby. Never.
M y mind is made of ten thousand remembrances of things past. I 
could have beaten Proust in total volume length. And somewhere 
in these jumbled memories is the time I met my muse. She was standing 
before an art exhibit, a beautiful goddess, it seemed; the light striking her 
hair; her face shining, illuminated, smiling. I struck up a conversation about 
poetry. Of course, I knew nothing about poetry and neither did she, so 
everything went smoothly and fine.
She just kept repeating," I love the way you just talk about poetry, as if 
you have such a passion for it..."
Many years later in my cold Chicago days studying the art of bullshit, 
w a s  t o  m e e t  a  brilliant poet. His golden hair, pale skin and eyes 
would radiate some mysterious power when he read, like fire from fire. He 
looked like a child, yet wrote with the passion and darkness of a man whose 
voice had been stifled for decades. He died the usual way, recently. I will 
never forget the look in his eyes that final day. There was no heroism, no 
valiant courage, just an empty gaze from a once-beautiful face, from once- 
brilliant eyes. Scarred with bloodless sores, skeleton-gaunt from pneumonia,
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he died a mockery of his former self. His last words, howled in furious 
dementia, will forever echo through the corridors of my mind, "this cancer's 
killing me, this virus is burning my mind!"
His funeral was small and quiet; his family refused to attend. He had 
told them he was gay and had the dreaded in the same phone call. They never 
spoke to him again. I anonymously bought his tombstone, with the epitaph 
he wished:
so long, my pretties, h.h.
I always wanted my epitaph to simply read love your muse. It's cheaper that way. And it is true. I can imagine myself in an old folks' home, 
senile as de Kooning and wrinkled as Auden, listening to Jack Benny and 
wearing an argyle suit stinking of old spice. I would be saying, "Those were 
the days, we would lie on the grass and make love to each other. Reading 
Shakespeare under a dead apple tree, holding each other beneath the orange 
dawn of Erie."
All the other constipated old folks would sit around watching Wheel of 
Fortune reruns, shaking their head,s and waiting for the bocci ball tourna­
ment, held daily at three o'clock before the volunteers would spread out 
low-fat cookies in the visitor's room and some Betsy Ross character would 
start reciting casserole recipes for the hundredth time to a social-work intern 
who would later write a psychological-assessment report on us old folk and 
hand it in early to the professor. And the old tall man, gray-hair-dyed-pee- 
yellow, skin blotched with bloodless sores, sat watching me with furious 
eyes, coughing up a storm. And I stared right back, my own eyes burning 
with the passionate fire of futile years. It would happen this way. I would 
die under the gray sky of November when the leaves are no longer colorful 
and the rains fall, and no one is around except for the black nurse on duty 
who would come in my room and call an orderly to take my corpse to the 
morgue and put away my belongings in a box and days later notice the glass 
ornament hanging from the light fixture and carefully take it down and place 
it in the trash. Nothing but everything is immortal.
Only once I kissed my muse, on the cheek. The last day we were together, I grabbed her face and kissed her clumsily. It was funny, 
because I saw the spit marks I inadvertently left on her clear skin. We moved 
on, separate journeys to separate lands, she becoming a B-movie supporting 
actress who would later die unknown of a drug overdose, and I becoming 
no-one. I remember watching one of the movies she was in, Yesterday's
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Memories, where in a blue movie scene, she makes love to a Marine, the 
husband of the leading star who is making love to some boyhood friend 
while corporal at sea suffocates in his iron cubicle. I saw that movie ten times. 
It still doesn't make sense. After we parted, I sat alone at the concrete 
Greyhound bus terminal, surrounded by a group of babbling blind men, and 
opened an old Family Library Shakespeare edition randomly: A horse! a horse! 
my kingdom for a horse!
And it was at a Shakespeare play, quite a while later, that I met Puck, a charming little knave I fell in love with instantly—pure face and 
clear eyes and hair tucked beneath a funny hat. Smiling and laughing, he 
was closer to an angel than anything and was beautiful and later, behind 
stage, was beautiful and beautiful and beautiful. Found myself, again lost 
on an aimless journey, and there I found once more the images and 
recollections of a time, long past, of endless New York nights, staring out 
hotel windows into the neon lights of Harlem, starving through Columbia, 
finding myself hard of breath and itching uncontrollably, discovering once 
again myself as I lay on the bed asleep when dawn awoke, and I felt once 
more her contours of his (my) spine and the tears welling in my (his) her 
own eyes, knowing I had been, for so long, making do with the shadows of 
ghosts in some uncontrollable passion (even I could not comprehend its 
beauty), and lying there, the muddy sky bleeding at the horizon of time, 
things rushing past over the distance and fading into the haze of skylines, 
amid foundry chimneys, I found myself once again here, years later and 
years before, after the pain of knowing, I laugh at myself alone, for so long, 
no longer in fear, but desperation, burning in the fury of hope, it seems 
drastically less important than if, for one moment in madness and ecstasy, 
I can once again feel that passion for living, in the endless torments of a 
thousand years of poor choices, a thousand regrets, already old before time 
has worn away my skin, not quite finished with the hormonal throes of acne, 
searching the vertical harmonics of all the voices of a fugue, dancing in my 
mind. He was like a child, like me, I, and his; my eyes burnt with fire.
T 'h a t  evening, in uncontrollable rage, I threw a copy of Death in Venice 
at the ornament and it shattered into tiny pieces, each reflecting the 
hidden rainbows locked within fluorescent lights, glittering like glass dia­
monds on the city streets. I brushed them away and the memory immedi­
ately faded.
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(in dreams again) 
knock knock knock knock
In dreams of death, fate comes knocking upon my door, always. Never the tooth fairy, only impeding doom. I awoke to the doorbell and the 
busy signal. I walked over to the door, peered through the crack, expecting 
to see Death himself, but it was only James, the janitor.
"Hey Professor! W hat's happening, man? Came to fix your lock."
James was a black Muslim, with a dented green toolbox and massive key chain with the key to every room; he was hunched over and 
limping from some past wrestling accident with a water heater. He began 
unscrewing the lock from the door and the door from its hinges. I stared out 
the window, watching the slow motion of the traffic on the street below. I 
was thinking of a conversation years ago with Amanda, who had a lovely 
southern Alabama accent. She wanted to know where to find “True Love." 
I quoted a lengthy statement from Being and Nothingness and tears welled in 
my eyes. I feel that way right now, typing this on an old Woodstock 
typewriter in my basement. Then I remembered Emily who said that 
happiness was greater than freedom, and Michael who believed in reincar­
nation, and Josh who tried to slice his wrists and failed, and further back, 
the Indian child I knew as a youngster, and Patrick who moved away when 
I was two. A billion or so seconds ago, I was born. Not too far from here. I 
can show you sometime, Medical College of Pennsylvania, maternity ward. 
Eigth Floor. They have renovated since.
"What's that, man?" James was peering at the ceiling.
"Huh?"
"That glass Christmas ornament you have hanging up there."
"Oh, that. My muse sent it to me."
"Your muse?"
"Yeah. She gives me inspiration. Sometimes." He smiled.
"Sure, man, I gotcha." He sat on his toolbox, contemplating a parable. 
James was always telling parables. Some made sense. Some didn't. This time, 
however, he remained silent. There was really nothing to say.
S o m e  time ago, but years after that (I forget exactly when), I was 
walking through Center City and found myself in a shower of 
rainbow bubbles. I looked up in surprise, expecting to see a god up there, 
or an angel in chicanery, a half-devil of sorts, Cupid, sitting on a cloud 
laughing at us mortals for our pettiness. But it was only someone standing 
on a building, holding a ninety-nine cent pink bottle of children's bubble 
mix with a plastic wand, blowing bubbles down upon the pedestrians. Oh 
well. God isn't everywhere, you know.
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Remembering Twenty-Five Years of Grimoire
On this anniversary, we would like to acknowledge 
the many editors, authors, and artists who have made 
this publication possible. Our covers have been de­
signed from a sampling of past Grimoire covers. The 
endpapers have been created from the names of the 
editors from the magazine's beginning to the present. 
We have spent hours perusing earlier editions to select 
a few examples of the wit, whimsy, and wisdom that 
have appeared in Grimoire over the last twenty-five 
years. We hope you will enjoy our visit to the past.
We would like to make special mention of the man 
who, for twenty years, dedicated himself and his tal­
ents to Grimoire. Richard Lautz carried the magazine 
from a "half-hearted renegade publication" (as it was 
described in a letter by Henry Jankiewicz), to the 
high-tech magazine that it is today.
La Salle can no longer 
experience his special 
presence in the classroom, 
but we can be reassured 
that his memory will re­
main alive in the form of 
the Richard Lautz Memorial 
Poetry Award, given annu­
ally by the Department of 
English to the poem  
judged to be the best in 
that year's Grimoire.
— David McShane
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Holden Caulfield’s Look at J . Alfred Prufrock
Kathy Belin
I f  you really want to know, this Prufrock guy in "The Love Song of J.
Alfred Prufrock" is kinda sad—he really is. I mean, I'm not going to 
explicate this poem or anything, like those crumby old professors do—they 
always have to explicate some goddam poem, just for the hell of it. Boy, that 
really kills me. Anyway, I just want to talk about this poor lousy Prufrock 
guy. I kinda feel sorry for him—crumby life, he really did.
I'm not going to talk about the Italian epigraph and all—it's as boring as 
hell, even though foreign words are supposed to impress people and it 
works. People always believe you're a scholarly kind of guy when you put 
in foreign words—smart like my kid sister Phoebe, except she never had to 
use foreign words to prove she was smart. But when Eliot puts in foreign 
words and everything, you've got to have five goddam language dictionaries 
with you. For Chrissakes, did you ever try reading Eliot on the bus?
It's not like I'm complaining or anything, but people never believe you 
when you try to explain why you're not doing something. They want you 
to do everything. That kills me—I mean, you can't do everything. What a 
bunch of phonies.
The Prufrock guy, though, he really had a lot of problems with growing 
old and all—that's why I want to catch kids and keep them from growing 
up. It can be as lousy as hell to be old, if it's like Prufrock. I mean, take a look 
at all the crap the crumby guy has to go through, while these women from 
nowhere are talking about some Michelango guy, for Chrissakes. Prufrock's 
already got enough to worry about and everything with preparing his lousy 
face and getting the soot and yellow fog out of his crumby thinning hair for 
the tea party. That's when the goddam women come in. They kill me, they 
really do.
After that, the poor dumb guy has to actually go to this lousy tea party. 
I mean, you wouldn't believe the kind of crumby stuff he goes through with 
not knowing whether or not to eat a peach or roll his trousers (you only roll 
your trousers when you're on the beach, for Chrissakes!), or even knowing 
what the goddam time was. No wonder old Prufrock didn't have a girl or 
anything—he wasted so much time when he could have been murdering 
and creating and everything. No wonder the mermaids drowned him, just 
for the hell of it. It's a terrific lot of agony to read. I can tell you. But I thought 
the line "I have measured out of my life with coffee spoons" was cute as hell. 
Eliot always did that to you, putting in lines like that, when you thought he 
was getting to be too much of a phony old scholar.
From  1983 Grimoire.
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From  1984 Grimoire.
Sonnet: To Tradition & Plagiarism
My love and my lu st m u st w ear Shakespeare’s pants;
I t ’s known he had the  b iggest m etaphors.
H is w ords are  P riestesses, known  to  be chaste;
My virgins would be eyed and labeled whores.
T radition, say som e preachers, is the  cloth 
O f finest fabric tailored  in to  Time,
And unknow n verse should  always be adorned 
In  proven costum es to  catch a  critic’s eye.
My m orals should  be shod  in Shelley’s shoes,
My religion a ttired  in H opkin’s sh irts;
My m adness should  slip  in to  Sylvia’s noose 
And my com passion should  w ear Sexton’s skirts!
Should a poet weave from fabric o f one’s own,
Or rob the  graves o f m asters  for th e ir  clothes?
—James J. Smith
From 1993 Grimoire:
poems for the psychologists
she said my poetry was getting  darker 
and I disagreed
but outside gothic oaks raked the  sky 
a broken cathedral o f tangled foliage 
clutching a t  th e  moon
like a cancerous m iser grabbing for one las t quarte r 
so I w rote th a t down, 
and the  ash tray  filled up 
with crum pled, sp en t cigarette  b u tts  
and the  arcs o f b itten-off fingernails 
tiny little  m asterpieces
dollhouse scu lp tu res for a  m inature m orgue 
and I w rote th a t  down too.
she said  my poetry  was getting  darker 
and I said  I couldn’t  help it 
and I spilled som e ink  on my notebook 
and saw  skulls in i t  all n ight
—  Jeremy P. Bushnell
From  1976 Grimoire:
Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackboard
I
Among twenty frozen heads,
The only moving thing
Was the hand upon the blackboard.
II
I was of three minds,
Like a room
In which there are three blackboards.
III
The blackboard stared white faced.
It was a small part of the pantomime.
IV
A student and teacher 
Are one.
A student and teacher and black­
board 
Are one.
V
I do not know which to slur 
The beauty of inflections 
Or the beauty of innuendoes,
The blackboard erased 
Or ju st before.
VI
Icicles filled the long face 
With barbaric tears.
The shadow of the blackboard 
Crossed it, to and fro.
The mood
Traced in the shadow 
An indecipherable cause.
VII
0  little men of Bedlam
Why do you imagine golden boards?
Do you not see how the little women
About you walk
to the blackboards?
VIII
I know noble dates
And lucid, inescapable rates:
But I know, too,
T hat the blackboard is involved 
In what I know.
IX
When the blackboard was put out of 
sight,
I t marked the edge 
Of one of many rectangles.
X
At the sight of blackboards 
Standing in the morning light,
Even the kids o f cacophony 
Would sound alright.
XI
He wrote over his desk 
with a silver pen.
Once, a fear pierced him,
In that he mistook
The shadow of the blackboard
For his Mon Professor.
XII
The chalk is moving—
The blackboard m ust be standing 
still.
XIII
It was morning all afternoon.
It was slowing,
And it was going to be slow.
The blackboard sat 
In the children’s limbs.
—  James Mc Gann
excerpt from Pagan Babies______
Richard J. Savastio
"Hey, what was you doin' in the bank sister," asked the man on the left. 
"I was depositing money," she said, "for the pagan babies."
She was annoyed by the fact that, again, her voice sounded odd. 
"What's a pagan baby?" asked the driver.
"It is a child who is unable to be baptized because of the circumstances 
under which he was born." The men looked at each other.
"Ya wouldn't try to kid us, would ya sister," asked the driver.
"Pagan babies. Now I heard it all," said the man on the right, and that 
was the last thing said in the car.
From  1970 Grim oire
Atlantis
A tlantis lies su n k  in the  waves
And the tales th a t charm ed your far hom es
Were spaw ned from  its  grave.
Let it  be known:
The sun reigned in ou r skies 
With plain astronom y
And tem perate  and tropic the  flowers blew 
On the  m ountains and up the  m eads,
And the rivers ran  down through  the  hills 
As rivers will,
And the people,
The people laughed and grieved 
And filled the  days drowsing 
In to  blind catastrophe.
I t  was a  pure and  polished m orning,
Only the  b irds w ere m issing.
Our m ariners pass and peer from the  rails 
Returning, touching the ir charts  in  awe 
W here A tlantis lies sunk  in  the  sea.
—  Henry Jankiewicz
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from  1991 Grim oire
Incantation
He s its  on his God A’m ighty back porch 
A nd w atches the  ra in  fall,
On his God A’m ighty back porch 
He w atches the  lightningg add 
Splaches o f color to  the  landscape— 
Electric color to  the  landscape 
And he rocks and rocks, 
W atching the  pools run  over into 
T he landscape, listening to  the 
Rum bles—the pots and pans dropping 
O f the  thunder, the  sho rt o rder 
Frying o f the  ra in—
And he rocks;
T he cannon fires, 
the  snapsho t flaching, 
the  bowing o f the  trees,
T he hiding o f the  birds,
T he cowering o f the  little  child 
"I’m frightened, Mama."
"It’s only the  angels bowling, Darling, 
Go back to  sleep."
And he s its  on his God A’m ighty 
Back porch and rocks.
—  Valerie J. Lawfer
From 1989 Grimoire After the Bath
You lowered me, crying, to  the  running water,
My fingers clenched tightly  to  your thum b.
(How briefly suds clung to  your hands, M other, 
Sponging flesh until your lim bs were num b.)
You bathed  us all in evening’s blue kitchen: 
W ithout com plaint your shoulders took our pains, 
Absorbed our infant sobs. Your ashen  skin 
Shrivelled in a  bone-w hite sink, m arred w ith stains.
Now tears are loosed in  running beads; they m end 
Your aching lim bs and ease your stiffened hands— 
But dream s for children, grown and gone, all end 
Like swirling suds th a t b u rs t in fading bands,
And your hopes, once fragile as new skin,
Scar like seeping sta ins on porcelain
—  David Livewell
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from  1986 Grim oire
The Chair (a one-page novel)____
Michael Ian Sheinbaum
Chapter 1
T  looked at the chair which held Sophia fast. I longed to have her. Yet I 
longed to have the chair.
Chapter 2
Sophia was about to leave the throne I so desired and in my anguish I realized I may never see her again. I realized then that I could only 
have one. I realized I had to choose now.
Chapter 3
I  chose Sophia.
Chapter 4
And as I decided what mattered more to me, the chair walked away in 
disgust. Suddenly, I felt shallow...
Epilogue
A s  if part of me left with the chair.
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